THE   BAMBESI

bottom by parties which were obviously expecting them! I
also believe that either the bite or the liquid ejected by the
insects must be poisonous, at least to young mammals,
because bats which I rescued with only two or three ants
on no vital part of their body rarely recovered. It was on
these occasions a not altogether pleasant surprise to realize
what sensitive animals bats are. The little creatures shook
like leaves and their hearts hammered as if they would
burst. The fact that toward the end of my stay the number
of bats in the roof had dwindled into insignificance seemed
to me a conclusive confirmation of the assertion of the
natives that the advent of the bambesi in those parts was
of comparatively recent date.

Things went from bad to worse. Some young mon-
gooses were brought to me, and from that time my fight
with the bambesi developed into a nightmare. I had to
stick up with pasteboard and cotton-wool and gum all the
chinks of the bow-windows leading on to the verandah
from my bedroom and sitting-room, while the mongooses
themselves, when not running about in the rooms, were
kept in a cage on a table, the legs of which were standing in
vessels filled with a solution of Jeyes's Fluid. Even so, the
enemy was constantly breaking through somewhere, or
emerging from places where the cement floor or the walls
contiguous to it were defective. As long as they were
quite small my pets had several narrow escapes. As they
grew up and became more active the danger was lessened,
but to let them run about free outside the house was out of
the question.

My fight against this ghastly nuisance lasted for seven
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